China Mail by Wright, Charles
Masthead Logo The Iowa Review
Volume 26
Issue 2 Summer Article 97
1996
China Mail
Charles Wright
Follow this and additional works at: https://ir.uiowa.edu/iowareview
Part of the Creative Writing Commons
This Contents is brought to you for free and open access by Iowa Research Online. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Iowa Review by an
authorized administrator of Iowa Research Online. For more information, please contact lib-ir@uiowa.edu.
Recommended Citation
Wright, Charles. "China Mail." The Iowa Review 26.2 (1996): 201-201. Web.
Available at: https://doi.org/10.17077/0021-065X.4663
Charles Wright 
China Mail 
It's deep summer east of the Blue Ridge. 
Temperatures over 90 for the twenty-fifth day in a row. 
The sound of the asphalt trucks down Locust Avenue 
Echoes between the limp trees. 
Nothing's cool to the touch. 
Since you have not come, 
The way back will stay unknown to you. 
And since you have not come, 
I find I've become like you, 
A cloud whose rain has all fallen, adrift and floating. 
Walks in the great void are damp and sad. 
Late middle age. With little or no work, 
we return to formlessness, 
The beginning of all things. 
Study the absolute, your book says. But not too hard, 
I add, just under my breath. 
Cicadas ratchet their springs up to a full stop 
in the green wings of the oaks. 
This season is called white hair. 
Like murdered moonlight, it keeps coming back from the dead. 
Our lives will continue to turn unmet, 
like Virgo and Scorpio. 
Of immortality, there's nothing but old age and its aftermath. 
It's better you never come. 
How else would we keep in touch, tracing our words upon the air? 
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